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' But that there 's by the way,' says he; ' the yarn

I'm goin' to spin
Is about myself 'n' the life I led in the last ship I

was in,
The" Esmeralda," casual tramp, from Hull towards

the Hook,
Wi' one o' the brand o' Cain for mate 5n' a human

mistake for cook.

4 We'd a week or so of dippin' around in a wind

from outer hell,
With a fathom or more of broken sea at large in the

forrard well,
Till our boats were bashed and bust and broke and

gone to Davy Jones,
'N' then come white Atlantic fog" as chilled us to

the bones.

' We slowed her down and started the horn and

watch and watch about,
We froze the marrow in all our bones a-keepin' a

good look-out,